THE FINAL SCENE

ON THE EVENING of November 3 1882 Sir John Tilley, his
daughter, and Anthony Trollope his brother-in-law, were
dining quietly in London. The old novelist was in exaggerated
spirits. Indeed he was somewhat over-excited, for during the
afternoon he had come to altercation with the leader of a
German band which had played disturbingly under his window
at Garland's Hotel. But in the gaiety of intimate talk his too-
emphatic laughter passed unnoticed.

After dinner the little party settled in the drawing-room to
read aloud from AnStey's Vice Versa. This glory had jugt been
published, and was the craze of every London gathering at
which books were a theme of conversation.

The reading aloud progressed. Every now and again great
guSts of kughter caught both listeners and reader, so that the
tale was broken off and the room grew clamorous with shouted
merriment.

But in the very midst of one such joyful interruption came
realisation of a sudden silence. The loudest kugh of all had
failed to sound. Trollope had had a Stroke, and ky there
speechless, propped crookedly against his easy-chair.

They moved him to a house in Welbeck Street. He rallied;
sank again. For nearly five weeks he lingered on, hardly
speaking, only intermittently aware of those about his bed.
On the evening of December 6 i88z he died.

Thus, kughlng, he passed out of a world of kughter; thus
from the land of men and women whom he had so shrewdly
understood, so tenderly described, he crossed over to that
further shore, whence (in his own words) he Stretches out his
hand, bidding farewell
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